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things most curiously. There are some who value being as well 
as doing, and to them he will seem something of a success; but, 
for the most part, detached observation must be content to be its 
own reward. . The world passes such a soul by and continues to 
wear its path to the door of the man who can make a better 
mouse-trap than his neighbor. 

Joseph Wood Krutch. 
Brooklyn Polytechnic Institute. 



THE CITY OF THE DEAD 

There where the dead lie, where my place shall be, 
Go not to tend my grave, nor to think of me; 
Sweet though the quiet be, and the days be fair, 
Not mine the gift you bring; — I shall not be there ! 
Not for the sleepers are the shadow or the gleam; 
There is not a thought with them, there is not a dream. 
Though the rich seasons pass over every bed, 
They are not visioned in the ranks of the dead; 
Though on some wondrous day, on their shining track, 
Free souls may flash again, to their old haunts back, 
Now they are all away, be they near or far; 
Oh, if you must look for me, find me in a star. 
Leave there the dreamless dead — think not of their sleep; 
Think of a living light, flying through the deep; 
Think of a quick soul, that smiled at your farewell, 
Near your very heart, perhaps, — how should you tell? 
Cold, cold and lifeless is the city of the dead; 
Forth to a new realm the swift wings have fled; 
There gleam the moon-white stones, and the soil is blest, — 
They are for remembrance; but life, life is best ! 

Marion Couthouy Smith. 
East Orange, New Jersey. 



